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their early years had left her heart to turn Into a wall of
silver-bricks, erected by the silent work of evil spirits,
between her and her husband. He seemed to dwell
alone within a circumvallation of precious metal, leav-
ing her outside with her school., her hospital, the sick
mothers and the feeble old men, mere insignificant
vestiges of the initial inspiration. "Those poor peo-
ple!" she murmured to herself.

Below she heard the voice of Martin Decoud in the
patio speaking loudly:

"I have found Doiia Antonia's fan, Basilio. Look,
here it is!"